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In September, 1909, I returned to Sweden and devoted the
autumn days to painting. In the interval since my last visit
Princess Margaret had been working very seriously and had
made tremendous progress under the tutelage of Prince Eugen
and some of his artist friends. We converted the ballroom
into a studio and the sketches we did outside we finished at
home. Wet canvases strewed the room, and a smell of tur-
pentine pervaded all the apartments. We sallied forth in
the early morning and ignored the luncheon hour unless the
Crown Prince happened to be expected. Usually, however,
he was occupied at his military school or barracks, or some such
place (I was always rather vague about what he did do) and
luncheon would be left to sizzle on heaters in the dining-room
until we returned, except on Sundays when we behaved like
Christians and went to the English Church, after which the King
came to lunch. (Even on these occasions the servants did not
wait at table. We got up and changed our own plates and
helped ourselves to food from the side table as at an English
country house breakfast, and whoever when they had finished
did not change their plates quickly, the King would do it
for them.)
Princess Margaret seemed to have succeeded very nearly in
canalizing her life along the lines that suited her domestic
and democratic character. Her days were very full. There
were children who took up a great deal of time. These, whom
she adored, and the Crown Prince and the painting, left little
spare time.
In a letter to Peter I describe her as " much less royal than
she used to be/' and proceed to give him instances in detail:
"... instead of seizing all the comforts and privileges of royalty,
she seems to go out of her way to do things uncomfortably I And
so when we go off to the country for the day to paint, she affects
incognito, puts on a plain hat, and a very short skirt* and
carries her own paint-box, apron and easel. Personally I never
carry anything if I can get someone else to carry it for me:
there are, innumerable lackeys decorated with silver cord who
have absolutely nothing to do, but hang about the hall, and one
of them might easily have been commandeered to carry our
* Is she not fifteen years ahead of her time ?

